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In Memoriami 



Blessed Redeemer of our race, 

Both perfect God and man we know, 

Dwelling In all ethereal space — 
For we are told that it is so. 

Invisible, Immortal Being ! 

'T is true that we no longer see 
Thee face to face, as thou wert seen. 

Or hear Thy voice, as those with Thee : 

But yet we mark Thy winter's rain, 
We know it is not sent to harm ; 

And joy in Thy autumnal grain, 

We watch Thee in Thy thunder-storm : 
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We know earth is not Thy sole dower, 

And though Thy once heard voice is mute, 

We view Thee in the first spring flower — 
Thy voice still speaks to us in fruit. 

Thou wishest every morn good morrow. 
In joy arid gladness, in its mirth, 

As Thou art with each in its sorrow, 
For Thou art over all Thy earth : 

There dwelFst Thou in the midst, at prayer ; 

Thou answerest when we ask in faith, 
We feel it as we enter where 

Thou art, for so the Scripture saith. 

Strong in Thy wrath, and terrible. 

For in Thy lightnings we view 
(Which speak from earth to us of hell) 

Thy power, and yet Thy goodness too. 
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The Father in Thee we adore, 

Who sent Thee from His Throne above 
To see Thine own, and ope the door 

From fount of His eternal love. 

And now, O Lord, as in our youth 
We loved to hear and read Thy Word, 

So faith and hope, found in Thy truth, 
Let nothing ever more disturb. 

And when it please Thee to remove 

This mortal into that to be, 
Then welcome with Thy beam of love — 

Swallow up Death in Victory ! 



In Memoriam. 
M. W. H. 

Obit 1854. 

Dearly are all our pleasures bought, 
For now and then a tear will rise, 

But then we cannot chain down thought- 
We brush it oflf, it is not wise. 

We take a book, it has no charm 
To soothe the spirit into rest, 

We put it by, it cannot warm 
The heart that is no longer blest. 

And what are tears that oft drop whole, 
Those pearly treasures of the heart i 

They are the dew-drops of the soul 
That from the inner spirit part. 
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Offspring of sad or sunny days, 

Elf fairies withdrawn from their cells, 

That shunning warmer, brighter rays 
Live where the loneliest spirit dwells : 

Like earthly dew-drops had they waited 
To be absorbed in bright sunlight, 

Unlike those drops sio often fated 
Eudely be brushed off in a night : 

Like to the gentle April shower 

When it soft rain falls light and small, 

The drops rest on a tender flower 
A rude brush shakes it and they fall : 

But though shook off they are not lost, 
They dew the surface of the ground ; 

So when the soul 's with trouble tost, 
In tears its best relief is found. 
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Hard is their fate who cannot weep 

The ills of life in part away, 
Whose inward feeling is so deep 

It cannot break and grief must stay : 

Hard is their fate when not a tear 

Will ease the brain or soothe the heart, 

But sit like faithful terrier where 
The grave is dug, and not depart ; 

Hard is their fate that treasure grief, 
Who woo it as a pleasant thing. 

And look to tears for their relief. 
And find them quite a solace bring. 

Not few in sorrow thus depart — 

Pine like the dove when lost its mate, 

Weaker and weaker throbs the heart, 
Till frame becomes inanimate. 
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So let them enter to their rest — 
So let them ease their earthly care — 

Surely those spirits will be blest, 

And those they loved shall meet them there. 

It is not often men thus pine, 

But woman in a love more deep, 
More pure, less earthly than divine, 

Loves till her bosom breaks to sleep. 

I would not counsel one to part 

At once with sorrow ; let it stay 
To wind its tendrils round the heart 

Till deepest grief has pass'd away — 

Till kindly spirits win a smile. 

And music lend its charm anew, 
And calmer weeks and months beguile 

The heart to happiness in view. 
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Then look out for some loving heart, 
Some kindred spirit that will ease 

The weight of care, and can impart 
Its fondness in a wish to please : 

That 's not too young nor yet too old, 
Is neither low nor yet too high — 

For pride 's apt to embody cold 
As mountains snow that woo the sky : 

Seek such, and you will surely find 

Its blessing in a happy wight 
That can fall back upon a mind 

Of genial soil, and erudite : 

• 
A quiet, loving spirit, free 

From the rude turbulence of strife — 
Fit subject for a nunnery, 

But fitter still for stirring life : 
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Fitted for its maternal cares, 

Its social converse, and its mirth ; 

Fitted for that which life endears. 
All that to happiness gives birth : 

And fear not looking out too soon 
Where all is tested and approved, 

For sweet is a new honey-moon 
Though dear where social fondness moved. 

Bury the loss of one kind heart 

In fond selection of another, 
And though it be found hard to part, 

T will sweetly tend the loss to smother. 

'T was not the loss of a first love, 

Yet of the first wrought deep aflfection, 

Which ended in the mated dove, 

A lasting, fond, and sweet connection. 
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Let none despise a wedded life, 
For many live and love together 

With scarce a particle of strife, 
With scarce a cloud of stormy weather : 

As smooth waves in the tropics vie 
To roll their murmur on the ear. 

So loving hearts and friendships nigh, 
And children in their prattle dear 

Roll away time with gentle hand, 

Or stay it in a round of mirth, 
Where manners innocent or bland 

Give to the kindlier feelings birth. 

So roll our passing years away 

With music, books, with songs and prayer, 
Forgetting not in things more gay 

The heavenly ones that should endear. 
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Her eyes reflected from the soul, 

They spoke as with the lips of breath, 

They lit with radiance the whole, 
Most sweetly pensive closed in death. 

Seldom a murmur passed her lips 

Though toil and trouble markM her days, 

And ever sat the beam which dips 
Th' horizon in the sun's last rays : 

And as she calmly slept in death 
She look'*d more beautiful than ever, 

I hardly had restored her breath 

To ease the pang, the thought we sever. 

It was not then I deeply felt, 

I knew the Lord had early sought her, 
I gave one kiss, and I had knelt. 

And not the world before had bought her. 
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Oh, no ! it was not then I wept, 
She look'd too saintly to molest her, 

She was as if an angel slept, 

I was but glad I had possessed her. 

But she had gone and I was left, 

And those she bare, and nurs'd, and cherish'd, 
All young and fair, of her bereft, 

'T was then I would she had not perish'd : 

'T was when soft music met the ear. 
As evening closed, when all was still 

The eye would moisten with a tear, 
The spirit move against the will : 

'T was then I wished her back again, 
A selfish wish that well might shame, 

But let those of my fellow men 

Who Ve met the loss be first to blame. 



16 IN MEMORIAM. 

She was too good for this frail earth, 
A grain of wheat amongst the tares, 

It smiled but little on her birth, 

And heaven released her of its cares : 

Whom the gods love die young, we're told, 
And they who live on, test its truth ; 

So blossoms as they each unfold 

Are found the fairest in their youth. 

Would we were as a fair fruit tree 
That we might blossom till we die. 

Whose boughs are hanging heavily, 
Whose first ripe fruit is asking why 

It may not blossom thus and bear 

For ever in its gay sunshine ; 
The answer will not strange appear. 

It then would be a tree divine. 
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But man has only one spring time, 
One summer, autumn, winter drear, 

The bell will toll as well as chime. 
Its last toll falls not on the ear. 

And as the blossoms when they fall 
Leave embryo fruit to take their place, 

So man, when God is pleased to call. 
Leaves the young blossoms of his race. 

Many are taken at an age 

When 't is found hard with them to part — 
When youthful prattle doth engage 

And bind love closer to the heart. 

And those who linger longer here. 
And end the winter of their days, 

Nor early part from those most dear. 
But cling to all that can engage, 

B 



18 IN MEMORIAM. 

Are but as trees the woodman spared, 

That cut down would have harm'd the rest, 

Or as where social rooks haye paired 
And built the fond parental nest. 

For some few years from sire to son, 
Mother to daughter, live our race, 

Till time and sickness shall haye won, 
And one or both the name displace. 

How much we value all below — 
How little prize the realms above- - 

It is no wonder, One we know 

And knowing cannot cease to love : 

The other is but dimly seen — 

By many never seen at all — 
The love, the pleasures, hopes, which lean 

On earthly things are seldom small. 
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Only in sickness, trouble, grief. 

We lose the fond drawn dreams of life, 

Then oft the struggle is not brief 
Which shall prevail to end the strife. 

We lose an object dearly prizM, 

We turn to Him who gave the blow, 

And let the stricken be advised 
For it is wisdom to do so ; 

When deep grief 's lessened, stay'd, remov'd, 
For God removes it who is kind. 

Then seek again to be belov'd, 
Stay on a cultivated mind. 

Rest on a gentle, loving heart, 

Win it by simple, earnest lays, 
'T is seldom woman will not part 

With freedom for her meed of praise ; 
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And change not when the prize is won. 
Evil to him who slights her then — 

Who leaves her lonely and undone — 

Who coaxM, and praisM, and flatter'^d when 

Strong in the confidence of worth 

She had not brookM a frown, a slight, 

With polish'd mind and gentle birth 

She finds her day-spring tumM to night : 

Evil to him who moves her tears, 
And mocks her sigh of deep regret, 

Who blights the summer of her years 
In grief that they had ever met r 

A day of wrath shall meet that man, 

And be he high or be he low, 
The evil of it He shall scan 

Who looks o'*er all, and let him know. 
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I would not sit in that mane's place 
For all the gold each digger finds, 

To he the curse of his own race, 

To tune his heart strings to the winds. 

Oh ! rather would I give up life, 

And if I ever feil'd to please, 
Then sit in sorrow, not in strife. 

And turn to books and sports for ease : 

Nor do I envy that man's taste 

Where, to choose, wealth has left him free, 
Who turns his mansion to a waste — 

A dreary waste — with one green tree ; 

And waits to see its green leaves fall. 
Its youth and freshness wither too, 

And fails the past times to recall 
When it had inmates tried and true : 
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I do not envy that man'^s choice, 
Who leaving friends of early years, 

Society — the "still small voice" — 
Can see but one thing that endears. 

It is unpleasant thus to write, 
Nor do I wish to be too hard, 

I would not youth and beauty slight — 
'T is unbecoming in a bard. 

But when is decked in richest plumes 
One used to simple, plain attire, 

And led to large and gay saloons 
That in a cottage look'd no higher ; 

When it may interfere with those 
Of higher claims, and make them sad, 

With all respect unto the rose. 
One can't help crying out — ^too bad I 
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And should young saplings e'er spring up, 
Surplant the earlier garden scions, 

It may prove yet a bitter cup 
To offer to a first alliance. 

IVe look'd loner on this nether world 
But never met one soul content, 

Gould, when his household flag unfurFd, 
Say — Here no trouble has been sent. 

Have dwelt in countries — many too — 
But never found one wholly blest, 

Whose people could, however few, 
Say — Here is peace, and here is rest. 

The nearest, perhaps, to us at home 
Is Switzerland, but there we find* 

Some part are ever doom'd to roam 
And leave all dear to them behind. 



24 IN MEMORIAM. 

There is no hearth but has been cross'd 
By something bitter, something said 5 

No clipper bark but has been toss'd 
Till it and danger have been wed. 

Twice vessels on Australian shores 
Freighted with mass of human lives 

Were lost— one nearly at her doors*— 
Parents, children, husbands, wives. 

Here let the bard a tribute pay 

To Bums's deem'd ''noblest work of God,' 
To Samuel Peek, for he can say 

Few better rest beneath the sod : 

The bard dealt with him many years, 
His nephew, too, and both agreed 

His dealings memory endears, 

And there are others gain'd their meed. 
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There is no kinder, better class 

Than that called middle, for we find 

Though often much wealth they amass, 
'T is seldom it contracts the mind : 

I can remember well the time 

They were thought little of and snubb'd, 
But now I need not tell in rhyme 

That times are changed, and many dubbM : 

But let this pass ; a venal age 

We live in, when most worship gold, 

Forgetting the precepts that are sage. 
And which men practised more of old. 

And why are troubles sent to many ? 

A seeming weight above their share, 
To bards more frequently than any, 

Ah ! why ? the answer won't appear. 
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I never won a gentle heart, 
I scarcely ever had a friend 

But they and I were doom'd to part, 
And cause emotion in the end : 

I never got a herd of stock, 
I never bought a flock of sheep. 

But there would come an after shock 
That gave me only cause to weep. 

I have held broad lands of my own. 
Improved and planted others too, 

But all is gone and wealth has flown, 
Nor left a competence in view ; 

Have made a few fair starts in life. 
That promised in their onset well, 

A moment flourished and were rife 
In prospect, but in sequel fell : 
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Have seen far more of this fair earth 
Than falls unto the lot of many, 

Foregone its cares, enjoyed its mirth. 
Was in its pastimes gay as any : 

Have planted many an orange pip, 
And gathered afterwards its fruit. 

But lost, when sweet 't was to the lip, 
Another treads upon the root. 

But think not this has weigh'd me down — 
Oh ! no ; it has not conquerM yet. 

Though th^ Almighty pleased to frown, 
I have with noble kindness met. 

But &milies are not the same. 

My own have helpM me up the mount, 
But there are others I could name 

That have not dipped in the same fount. 
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The Female I would kindly name 
Who many years were found to vie, 

But in the sequel were to blame ; 
The others — I would pass them by* 

My very own I could not get 

Without the strong arm of the law — 

But let it pass — although Fve met 
With nothing half so mean, by far. 

The ills of life, the ills of life ! 

They pass and they are felt no more, 
Time wages an unequal strife 

With all we feel or felt before : 

The eye that wept, the heart that sigh'd, 
Forgetfiil of what pass'^d but late, 

The bosom that oft swelled with pride, 
Resume their wonted quiet state. 
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Oh ! well 't is so ; or else how sad 
The human heart that deeply feels, 

The weak, the violent, run mad, 
But calm Religion gently steals 

The force of all life's ills away, 

Bids man resume his wonted powers. 

Bids the lone heart again be gay. 

And rob the day, and cheat the hours. 

Away, despondency, away ! 

Fly from the thoughts of recent ills ! 
Cheer up — ah ! why should sadness stay. 

Canker the heart affection stills ! 

Go ! seek again another prize ; 

Yes ! thou shalt meet a fond return, 
As fair, as precious in thine eyes, 

To make anew thy bosom burn. 
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Again shall hand rest sweet in thine, 
Again shall lips be fondly pressed, 

Again a passion that 's divine 

Stir in thy brain and fill thy breast : 

Once more a voice as sweet to hear 
Shall joy thee with a pleasant greet, 

Again its melody shall cheer 

And glad thee in a tone as sweet: 

Go ! with thy Maker for thy friend 

What ills shall rest, what cross shall grieve ? 

For He shall bring them to an end, 
His goodness sorrow doth relieve. 

Oh ! will He be unkind to one ? 

Or can He, as a God of Love, 
On any lonely and undone. 

Look down in anger from above ? 
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Ah ! no ; crosses are wisely sent 

To try man in an evil hour, 
"^T is not unkindness that is meant 

To those who put trust in His power. 

To make us sad, to make us gay, 
Firmly to stand and bear the worst, 

Is in His hand, and none may say 

What dost Thou ? but in Him put trust. 

Here let no critic harshly blame 

The writings of a newer poet ; 
Who deeply feel, may not the same 

Express the feelings that can show it. 

The poet flits o'*er as he likes 

A recent trouble to repress it. 
Or probes yet deeper where it strikes 

The warmer feelings that express it. 
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Her memory as the milky way 
Seen in a fairer eastern clime, 

Shall oft emit a soften'*d ray, 

At once both mournful and sublime : 



Or, as the sun in western isles, 

Shall memory in sadness wear 
His summer evenings pensive smiles. 

With mellow twilight lingering there : 

And as the native of the wild 

Driven by force of fellow man 
From where he gambolPd as a child, 

And laugh'd,and climb'd,and skipped, and ran, 

Recalls to mind the grassy vale 

Where streamlet rush'd in eddies cool, 

And now can only this bewail. 
That there he dabbl'd in the pool : 
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So can I but recall the time 

Where often only at my beck, 
Composing cantos of my rhyme, 

We walked in arm our quarter deck ; 

A dry short walk, and therefore termed, 
JoinM to the bark hut of our wild. 

Where all the kindlier feelings germed 
With renewed prattle of the child. 

And with the spirit of the past, 

So, Mary, fondly I review, 
A happiness too great to last — 

The by-gones of our love, and you. 
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Bright, sunny days — sweet, sunny days ! 

When youth was fresh and I was gay, 
And as the songster tunes his praise, 

And plumes his wing upon the spray, 
And hails the fond approach of spring. 
So hailed I what the day might bring. 

Then night pass"*d by in sunny dream, 
And morn approach^ me with a smile, 

And eyes in melting love would teem. 
And fingers anxious to beguile 

Strike cords to pass the hours away. 

And life was all one sunny day ! 
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Sweet, sunny days ! but not for me — 
Go ! shine upon less nettled ground, 

I am but as a wintry tree 

Whose summer leaves are shed around, 

With young bereft of parent dove 

That nestled long with me in love. 

Bright, sunny days ! once all mine own, 

And you are gone and I am left. 
And like the summer swallow flown 

To seek another sunny cleft, 
Oh, may I yet like her return 
To know the seasons, and to learn ! 

Sweet, sunny days — sweet, sunny days ! 

That with fond recollections teem. 
Oh ! shed at least some parting rays, 

If only in autumnal gleam. 
And still keep happiness in view 
Although it be not spent with you* 
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Bright, sunny days ! come once again 
If even with a milder light, 

And cast your beams o'er all I pen. 
And sweetly on my spirit light, 

And cheer it to my dying day, 

And then emit one parting ray. 

Sweet, sunny days ! when I am gone 
Oh, rest with those I leave behind ! 

Beam all your brightness thereupon ; 
And, oh ! forget not to be kind, 

Father ! to one left sad and lone. 

But take her even for Thine own ! 
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THE MANAGEMENT OF BEES ; 

With a description of the " Ladies' Safety Hive." By Samobl Bac» 
BTER, Jun. 1 vol., illustrated. 78. 

THE HANDBOOK OF TURNING, 

With numerous plates. A complete and Practical Guide to the Bea 
tiful Science of Turning in all its Branches. 1 vol. 7s. 6d. 

TEXTS FOR TALKERS. 

By Frank Fowler. 3s. 6d. 



Messrs. Saunders^ Otley, & Co.'s Literary Announcements. 

The SUMMER TOUR of an INVALID. 5s. 6d. 
THE NEWSPAPER PRESS OF THE 

PRESENT DAY. U. 6d. 

ARMY MISRULE; BARRACK THOUGHTS. 

By a Common Soldibb. 38. 



fiction. 

CRISPIN KEN. 

By the Aathor of ■ Miriam May.* Dedicated, by special permission, to 
the Right Hon. Sir E. B. Lytton, Bart., M.P. 10s. 6d. 

WHO SHALL BE DUCHESS ? or, 

THE NEW LORD OF BURLEIGH. A Novel. 2vols.,2l8. 

THE LIGHTHOUSE. A Novel. 2 vols., 21s. 
THE SKELETON IN THE CUPBOARD. 

By Lady Scott. 2 vols. 21s. 

TOO LATE. 

By Mrs. Dimsdalb. Dedicated, by permissioiv to Right Hon. Sir E. 
B. Lytton, Bart., M.P. 78. 6d. 

WHY PAUL FERROLL KILLED HIS WIFE. 

By the Author of " Paul Ferroll.** Third Edition. lOs. 6d. 

The RECTOR'S DAUGHTERS, i vol., los. 6d. 
HELEN. A Romance of Real Life. 7s. 6d. 
GERTRUDE MELTON ; or, 

NATURE'S NOBLEMAN. A Tale. 78. 6d. 

MY WIFE'S PINMONEY. 

By E. E. Nelson, a grand niece of the great Lord Nelson. 5s. 

THE EMIGRANT'S DAUGHTER. 

Dedicated, by permission, to the Empress of Russia. 5s. 
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MIRIAM MAY. 4th Edition. los. 6d. 
WHISPERING VOICES OF THE YULE. 

Tales for Christmas. 5s. 

THE SENIOR FELLOW. 

A Tale of Clerical Life. 10s. 6d. 

'ALMACK'S. 

A Novel. Dedicated to the Ladies Patronesses of the Balls at Alniack*B. 
New Edition, 1 vol, crown 8vo, 10s. 6d. 

NELLY CAREW. 

By Miss Power. 2 vols, 2ls. 

MEMOIRS of a LADY IN WAITING. 

By the Author of * Adventures of Mrs. Colonel Somerset in Caflfraria.' 
2 vols, 18s. 

HULSE HOUSE. 

A Novel. By the Author of * Anne Gray.' 2 vols, post Svo, 21s. 

THE NEVILLES OF GARRETSTOWN. 

A Historical Tale. Edited, and with a Preface by the Author of 
< Emilia Wyndham.' 3 vols, post Svo, 31s. 6d. 

CORVODA ABBEY. 

A Tale. 1 vol, post Svo, lOs. 6d. 

THE VICAR OF LYSSEL. 

The Diary of a Clergyman in the 18th century. 48. 6d. 

GOETHE IN STRASBOURG. 

A Dramatic Nouvelette. By H. Noel Humphreys. 7b. 6d. 

ROTTEN ROW. A Novel. 2 vols., ais. 
SQUIRES AND PARSONS. 

A Church Novel. 1 vol. lOs. 6d. 

THE DEAN; or, the POPULAR PREACHER. 

By Bbrkblbt Aikik, Author of ' Anne Sherwood.* 3 vols, post Svo, 
31s. 6d. 

CHARLEY NUGENT; or, 

PASSAGES IN THE LIFE OF A SUB. A Novel, 3 vols, post Svo, 
31s. 6d. 
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PAUL FERROLL. 

By the Author of ' IX Poems by V.' Fourth Edition. Post 8vo, lOs. 6d. 

SWEETHEARTS AND WIVES. 

By Margubritb A. Power. A Novel. 3 vols., 3l8. 6d. 

The LOOSE SCREW. A Novel. 3 vols., 3 is. 6d. 
LADY AUBREY ; or, 

WHAT SHALL I DO ? By the Author of ' Every Day.' A Novel. 
2 vols., 2)8. 

THE IRONSIDES. 

A Tale of the English Commonwealth. 3 vols., 31s. 6d. 

AGNES HOME. A Novel. los. 6d. 
LA CAVA; or, 

RECOLLECTIONS OF THE NEAPOLITANS lOs. 6d. 

ANSELMO. 

A Tale of Modern Italy. 2 vols., 21s. 

THE DALRYMPLES; or, 

LONG CREDIT AND LONG CLOTH. lOs. 6d. 

INSTINCT AND REASON. 

By Lady Julia Lockwood. 58. 

The HISTORY of ELMIRE DE ST. CLAIRE, 

during the period of her Residence in the Country with a Clergyman's 
Family. A Tale of Real Life. 

AN M.P. IN SEACH OF A CREED. 

A Novel. 10s. 6d. 

CARELADEN HOUSE. A Novel. los. 6d. 



Vottw* 

Sir E. L. Bulwer's Eva, 

AND OTHER POEMS. 

Earl Godwin's Feast, 

AND OTHER POEMS. By Stewart Lockyer. 
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Saint Bartholomew's Day, 

AND OTHER POEMS. By Stewart Lockyer. 

Sacred Poems. 

By the late Right Hon. Sir Robert Grant, with a Notice by Lord 
Glenelg. 

Eustace ; 

An Elegy. By the Right Hon. Charles Tennyson D'Eyncourt. 

The Pleasures of Home. 

By the Rev. J. T. Campbell. 

Friendship ; 

AND OTHER POEMS. By Hibbrnicus. Ss. 

Judith ; 

AND OTHER POEMS. By Francis Mills, M.R.C.S.L. Ss. 

The Convert, 

AND OTHER POEMS. Ss. 

Oberon's Empire. 

A Mask. 

The Spirit of Home. 

By Sylvan. 

The Moslem and the Hindoo. 

A Poem on the Sepoy Revolt. By a Graduate of Oxford. 

Palmam, qui Meruit, Ferat. 

By Norman B. Yonge. 

Miscellaneous Poems. 

By an Indian Officer. 

*The Shadow of the Yew, 

AND OTHER POEMS. By Norman B. Yonge. 

Carmagnola. 

An Italian Tale of the Fifteenth Century. 

Hanno. 

A Tragedy. The Second Edition. 



MESSRS. SAUNDERS, OTLEY, AND CO/S 

EAST INDIA ARMY, COLONIAL AND 

GENERAL AGENCY. 

50> Conduit Street^ Hanover Square^ 
London. 

(Close to the '' Oriental Club.") 

Messrs. Saunders, Otlbt, and Co. beg to announce that in con- 
sequence of their daily increasing relations with India, Australia, 
and the Colonies, they have opened an East India Army, Colonial, 
and General Agency, in connection with their long-established Pub- 
lishing House, and they take this opportunity to invite the attention 
of Regimental Messes, Officers, Members of the Civil Service, and 
other Residents in India, Australia, and the Colonies thereto, and to 
the advantages it offers. 

BANKING DEPARTMENT. 

Pat. Pensions, Fono Allowancks, Dividends, &c., drawn and 
remitted with regularity. Sales of, and Investments in, Govern- 
ment Stock, Foreign Securities, &c., effected. Every other descrip- 
tion of Financial Business transacted. 

SUPPIiY DEPARTMENT. 

Miscellaneous Supplies of evbrv description, including Provi- 
sions, Wines, Plate, Jewellery, Books, Guns, Band Instruments, 
Clothing, &c., carefully selected and despatched by Overland Route, 
or Sailing Ship, to Regiments and Messes in India, Australia, and 
the Colonies. 

Private Orders from Officers, Members of the Civil Service, and 
Residents in India, Australia, and the Colonies generally, are execu- 
ted with care, economy, efficiency, and promptitude. 

All orders should be accompanied by full and detailed directions. 

PERSONAL AGENCY DEPARTMENT. 

The Constituents of Messrs. Saunders, Otley,and Co. may depend 
upon receiving every attention to their requirements and instructions. 
Every assistance will be afforded to their Constituents and their 
Families on their arrival in England, with the view to relieve them 
from every possible inconvenience. 

Charge, when required, will be taken of children coming from 
India and the Colonies, and arrangements will be made for their edu- 
cation in England. 

To those going out to In^Jia, Australia, and the Colonies, Messrs. 
Saunders, Otley, and Co. Cifer their services to secure passages Over- 
land, or by Ship, and to afford them all necessary information con- 
nected therewith. 

All Letters, ParceV^, &c., will be received by Messrs. Saunders, 
Otley, and Co., for fjeiir Constituents (whether in England, India, or 
the Colonies), to v,tiom they will be forwarded regularly. 

TERMS. 

No Commission charged on the execution of Orders, whether 
from Regimental Messes or Private Individuals, when accompanied 
BY A hbmittancb, and a small Discount at all times allowed. 



